
WHERE SHALL WE BURY YOUt

What is it that you ask me?
I hear but drowsily,

60 sines the far forever
Forever in my head.

When from the golden quirer
The latest dart is drawn!

When, down the shadowy river
The viewless boat has gone I

Some problem still to task me?
I bear your muffled voices

And half heard words are said.
How far they seem to me.

Sweet friends!
r How far they seem to me,
j gome question of my choices

You ask me anxiously.

Where, amid earth's green meadows,
Its sunlight or its shadows

Will I be laid to rest?
What ! Have ye power to bind me?

Who make this eager quest?
Why friends, if then you mind me.

Still claiming what is lost
And doubtful of the boatmen's skill

With me the stream that crossed.
Aye. aye. if you can find me

weking. you should find me,
i Then bury me where rM will.

Dear friends.
Yes, bury me where you will.

It not matters not to me.
H. E. G. Art y in Cleveland Leader.

A DOMESTIC PROBLEM.

"A woman's education is a mistake from
beginning to end," said Roxy Stephens, in n
sudden outburst of despair. "Yes, it is. Here
have I been going to school all my life, and I
don't know anything. There never could hi;ve

been'" lloxy deliberately added, "even in the
dark ages, such an ignoramus as I am. I don't

an know how to feed the chickens properly,"
as a downy colony of little "Dominiques"
scattered this way and that before the mass
of scalded meal which Roxy had flung too
abruptly in their midst, while the mother hen.

Tun ding a trumpet note of shrill alarm, scut-
tled back against a picket fence, with flap-

ping wings and feathers all a bristle.
The door yard, starred with yellow dande-

lion blooms and tufted with rosettes of plantain
leaves, was steeped in the soft noon heats; a
chevaux de frise of pink and puce colored
hollyhocks guarded the garden wall, and a
faint scent of ripening raspberries floated on
the air. Down by the maple swamp cow
bells tinkled softly, and some wild birds
whistled the same refrain over and over
again with melodious persistency from the
haid copse across the road. And Roxy
Stephens, sitting dolorously on the door stone,
with her chin supported in both hands, neither
saw nor heard these sweet Interpretations of
nature.

Up to a certain degree thaw was truth in
her lamentation. Roxy had been 17 years old
when she came to live with her aunt Sally
Stephens on the Redbrook farm. She was a

ight haired, fresh complexioned girl, with
shady blue eyes, emphasized by perfectly
arched brows, a thought heavier than fails to
the usual lot of womankind. They had
always been a secret grievance to her, these
black leech like curves; but, had she only
known it, the dark, strongly penciled brows
were what gave character to her whole face
and redeemed it from the insipidity of mere
pink and white prettiness. In a certain
fashion her mind corresponded to her eye-
brows. There was a quaint vein of origi-
nality pervading it. Her nature was strongly
outlined, too, and in the fullness of her youth
and vitality she had once believed that she
was born to conquer fate,

Roxanna Stephens was a city bred girl, the
daughter of Miss Sally's oldest brother, who
bad died unexpectedly, leaving a motherless
girl totally unprovided few. Thus do people
five mortgages to fate, and dying, leave
ethers to foreclose on them. There is un--

a certain degree of injustice in it;
Etedly shall venture to carp against the

Miss Sally herself, a complain
ing little woman, wit 1 a face fall of fine
wrinkles, like China crape, and blue eyes
hidden behind misty spectacles, accepted the
trust, as she had accepted all other inconveni-
ences of her life, limply and without protest
She had never had any strong emotions one
way or the other. If she had any active
pleasure, it was in gathering the humble herbs
and simples of her native fields and drying
them in preparation for the aches and pains
that beset her poor humanity. "It's always
well to be prepared." said she. "I don't hold
with the homaepathies, nor yet I hain't no
faith in calomel and mercury. There ain't
nothin' like roots and herbs, and every neigh-
bor within ten miles around comes to me for
'em when they've sickness in the house."

And to this little old brown woman in a
little old brown farm house came Roxanna,
the young princess who had set forth to
conquer the world.

Tm desput glad you've come, Koxanner,"
id Miss Stephens, sniffing at a bunch of

wilted pennyroyal "I aint able to keep on
doin' as I hev been doin'. Somehow, it's borne
in upon me that Providence has sent yon. I've
worked powerful hard all my life, and now
Til just rest a spell, and let you keep house for
me. I hain't no doubt at all but what well
get along together first rate, you and me."

Roxy looked with solemn eyes at her aunt.
Evidently the old lady had faith as a grain of
mustard seed, and there was something con
tagious in her example.

"It must be very easy te aeep house," said
Roxy, fresh from the class room and recita-
tion hall. So the household helm was de-

livered into ber hands, and then not till
then she realised the fact of her exceeding
ignorance.

Not for worlds, however, would she have
confessed ber inability to rule the domestic
menage. Aunt Sally had a profound con-

tempt for "book larnin'," and did not hesitate
W assert roundly that "ef brother Simon had
xk her advice he would hev brung up Rox-ann- er

in quite a different way," and the girl
had a certain silent pride in vindicating her
lather's judgment So, by the help of a
dog's eared cookery book which she found in
the garret, she learned some of the simpler
secrets of the cuisine, and her own neat na-

ture taught her the mysteries of sweeping and
scrubbing: while old Hinda, a jet black
Degrees, with grizzled wool and a soft appeal
ing voice like a flute, who pervaded the neigh
borhood, came twice in the month to wash
and iron for the little household.

"Jes what ole Hinds's good for," said she;
"dat, an' nuffin' else. Missy can do mos' any- -

fing; but dar ain't no sense in Missy stan'in at
de wash tub. Leave dat ar to ole Hinda. "

And Roxy's spirits rose with her good luck.
t T- - U 1 1 ."J

I v iui gviLiufc wuvb uuuHnecpcr, saiu sue,
cneerily to herself. "Those fried fish this

I rooming tasted quite good, and the wild
plums that I preserved yesterday are certainly
going to be a success."

But if it is always darkest just before day-
light, it is also sometimes brightest before an
unexpected thunder cloud. And one day old
Hinda bethought herself to feel ill of a Mon
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day morning of rneumatic fever.
Roxy went to carry her a little pail of milk

and a stone crock of the wild plums, for
Hinda had a child like fondness foncweeta

"Hinda," she faltered, "osr"! you wash for
me this week! Do try there's a good Hinda."

The old woman wriggled herself about on her
uneasy couch, wringing her hands and rolling
op the yellow white of her African eyeballf
in piteous fashion.

"Not dis yar week, honey," she answered,

plaintively; 'not for de queen an' all de royal
chilluna No, ner next week neider. Don'
knows I'll eber wash agin, honey," with a
mournful croak in her voice.

Roxy's countenance felL "But, Hinda,"
she pleaded, "Aunt Sally isn't able to wash:
and besides, she has found a whole thicket of
witchhazel somewhere up the creek, and she
wont sleep night or day until she gets the
roots all dug and scraped, and the bark strip-
ped off and put steeping in alcohoL Hinda"

with a sudden inspiration "do you think
I could do the washing?"

"You, Miss Roxy oh, git out!"
"But, Hinda, somebody must wash."
"It ain't no work for a young lady, Miss

Roxv." said Hinda, decisively.
"Everything is work for a young lady,"

pleaded Roxy, "if it has got to be done."
Hinda shook her head. "Yo'll break yo'

baek, honey, an' parboil yo' hands, an'"
"Oh, I don't mind all that, Hinda, If only

Aunt Sally would think the clothes looked
deceut," urged Roxy. "Tell me how to do it,
Hinda there's a darling."

"Well, honey, yo' put de clothes asoak de
night afore," unwillingly began Hinda, "in
plenty o' bar soap sliced up thin; an' yo' bile
'em well, au' yo' dean forgit de bluein', an'
mind yo' doan git de starch too stiff, an' be
su:;h yo' reush de clothes right smart, an'
0.. : oh! dar goes de pain in my po' ole bones
agin, jes for all de world like crooked light-nin-"

So Roxy returned home not much wiser
than she went "I'd give all my algebra and
geometry," sighed she, "if only I knew how
to wash."

Joy of joys, as she went past Squire Honey-

well's big cream colored house she saw a
colony of white garments, veritable flags of
truce to her troubled mind, fluttering in the
wind from a line in the back yard.

"They're washing," said Roxy to herself,
with a brightening face. "Now's the time for
me to go in and how it is dona"

She slipped insinuatingly in at the open
kitchen door, whence a cloud of white steam
floated forth. "Good morning, Docia," she
said to Miss Theodocia Honeywell, the Squire's
daughter. "Do you suppose your grand-
mother would like a jar of my wild plums?
They're a nice color, and keep their flavor
beautifully. No, don't stop your work" (as

Miss Theodocia paused courteously, and be-

gan to wipe her soapy arms on a roller towel) ;

"go on just as if I wasn't here."
And she eagerly settled herself to take note

of the stout young woman's every motion.
But Miss Theodocia's ideas of politeness were
a great deal too well defined to allow her to
spend her time in washing when there was
company.

"Your're very kind, Tm sure," said she,
"but the clothes can wait I dare say granny
would relish the plums, and, anyhow, we've
a city boarder this month, an artist young
gentleman, and any little luxury comes in
hand v for the table."

"An artist?"' wistfully repeated Roxy.
"Yes," nodded Docia "Such pictures as

he paints with a squeeze or two out of his
color tubes, and a dab of his brushes! I de-

clare it seems like magic You paint too,
Roxy Stephens, don't you?"

"A little," confessed Roxy, thinking guiltily
of the peach blossom placques and the panels
covered with abortive attempts at autumn
leaves that she had spoiled. "But painting is
no use, Docia. For a woman, I mean. I'd a
deal rather know how to wash."

Docia Honeywell burst out laughing.
"What odd things you do say, Roxy!" cried
she. "But when it comes to painting being
no use, I just wish you could see the little
bits of canvas and mill board that our Mr.
Jefferys gets a hundred and fifty dollars for.
A hundredand fifty dollars! Going, are
you?" for, since the business of washing was
temporarily suspended, poor Roxy's purpose
was blighted. "Well, I'm sure it was very
kind of you to think of the preserved plums,
and we'll be very thankful for them, especi-

ally since ma's citron all molded, and the
blackberries fermented, and blew the tops off
the cans and broke the cellar windows. And,
Roxy, if I'll stop in some afternoon will you
show me that new crochet stitch? the one in
shells and waves, you know, like Mrs. Deacon
Dodd's shawL"

Roxy promised that she would, and set
forth, wondering to herself how it was that
she lacked the moral courage to ask Docia
for instruction in the mysteries of the wash
tub just as frankly as Docia had requested
ber assistance in unraveling the complexities
of t'ue new crochet stitch.

"I think I must be a dreadful goose," sighed
Roxy. "But, all the same, that washing hat
got to be done, whether well or ilL It can't be
worse than those algebra problems in the
second book. As x and y equals z, so must
soap, water, and plenty of sunshine equal
clean clothes."

And so the next morning, when Aunt Sally
had eaten the bam and eggs which Roxy bad
now learned to fry in so appetizing a manner,
and drunk the coffee which was as clear as
any amber, she set forth on ber daily task of
root and herb hunting, and Roxy carried the
basket of clothes out to the shore of the
brook, where a mighty old chestnut tree
spread its dome of shade, washed and wrung
and rinsed them until it was a mercy that
there were only two threads left together.
Thai she hung them out on the lines, which
she had stretched from tree to tree, skewering
each article safely in its place with wooden
pins, so that no frolicsome wind should lure
it away.

"And now," said Roxy, as with head
slightly on one side she viewed the result of
her prowess, "I think I've earned a little
rest" And drawing a novel from her pocket,
Roxy sat down under the big tree, with her
gun bonnet thrown back, her loose curls tan-
gled over her forehead, and her round white
arms still bare to the shoulder, to read,
and before she knew it she was asleep

When she awakened she was no longer
alone. Between her and the sunshine there
was could she believe her eyes? yea, verily
there was a young man hurriedly working at
a portable easel, which was set up on a level
spot on the grass, with all the composure and
aplomb of a young man who felt himself to
be in the right place in creations diagram.
She looked at him with solemn, sleep
shadowed eyes; he looked back at ber exactly
as if she was a part of the landscape, and
worked steadily on in silence.

"Are you an artist P said aha "Are you
painting the old chestnut tree! Oh, you must
be the gentleman that Docia Honeywell told
roe about" And then she suddenly remem-
bered the tangled fringe of curls, the round.

uncovered arms, and jumped up in a panic of
very becoming confusion.

"I am Mark Jefferys," said the artist com-
posedly. "Yes, I am boarding at Squire
Honeywell's house. And you?"

"I am Roxy Stephens,'' said the girl,
hurriedly pulling down her calico sleevea
"If you will just step up to the house I will
give you a jar of wild plums that I promised
to Docia; that is" (with an abrupt conscious-
ness of her own temerity) "if you dont mind
carrying it"

And this was the manner of their first ac-

quaintance,
Roxy was very sorry when Mr. Jefferys re-

turned to the city. It seemed as if his absence
left a yawning hiatus in her life, which had
not previously been eventful or rich in inci-

dent But she did not know how more than
sorry Mark Jefferys was to part from her.

" 'Full many a flower is born to blush un-

seen,' " he quoted to himself, after the hack-
neyed style of the young man in general

when the little winged god has him at a dis-

advantage. "But she shall not blush unseen
if my pictures in this year's exhibition bring
their price. She shall be my wife always
supposing that she considers me worthy of
the treasure trove of her love. I will wear
her like a flower on my heart I think yes,
I think she likes me a little now. I am quite
sure that if 1 had the chance I could make
her like me just a little mora"

And so now and then he ventured to write
to her, lest by any chance she might forget
that such a person existed.

Now in real life things will sometimes hap-
pen as strangely as they do in novels. Every
one knows this. And it came to pass that in
the mid-Apr- il time, when skies above and
violets below are blue with a blueness that no
description can equal, Docia Honeywell
came up to New York to buy herself a silk
dress, and asked Roxanua Stephens to accom-
pany her.

"I never like to trust entirely to my own
taste," said Docia, "and you have such excel-
lent Ideas of color, Roxy."

When the dress was duly settled upon one
of those delicious olives which, like the hair
of the poet's heroine, was

"Brown in the shadow and gold in the sun"
there' was yet a good hour and a half to spare
before the train went

"Oh, do let us go to the Academy of De-

sign 1" said Roxy; "it cant be far. And I
think it would rest my eyes to look at some
picturea"

It was a fine sunshiny, breezy afternoon,
and all the world was out Roxy came slowly
up the broad marble steps, looking around at
the giant palms, and the caoutchouc leaves,
and the monster camellia trees, whose dark
green foliage shone as if it had been garnished.
Beyond glowed the pictures, outlined in gold ;

full of vivid lights and deep mysterious shad-
ows. A little crowd had collected before one
particular canvas, and following the usual
impulse of human nature, Docia and Roxy
left the other pictures possibly possessed of
equal merit unsurveyed, and joined the flut-
tering, perfumed knot of gazers.

"The picture of the season," she heard some
one saying in the soft, distinct tones that de-

note your society oracle; " 4La Jolie Blanchis-seuse- .'

Would you believe that that little
square of canvas has been sold for $1,000?
It's a charmingly pain ced thing oh, of course

but, after all, what is there to it?"
"It it the sentiment, the tone!" answered a

wise critic who was penciling down notes for
an art paragraph in the next day's Sphinx.
"In this age of the world nobody can tell
what's going to succeed and what isn't. The
public pulse don't bear feeling as it used."

Little Roxy, in her plain brown gown and
the poke hat of rough and ready straw, with
the loops of cherry riblxn which she herself
had sewn 011, stood on tiptoe to peep over the
shoulder of the tall lady in front of her at
the picture.

"Ah, Docia!" she cried, starting back, as
she caught a glimpse of it, with the strange
sensation of one who looks into a mirror, "1
I have seen that before."

In the foreground a crystal clear brook
gurgled away under a fringe of luxuriant
cresses; in the middle distance there was the
green mystery of chestnut shadows on the
grass, and a young girl asleep, with bare
white arms, and sun bonnet fallen down her
neck, while an open book lay on the ground.
A red winged blackbird balanced itself on a
bush at her right and in the background a
line full of fluttering clothes seemed to come
and go at the signal of the wind. One could
almost bear the murmur of the brook, almost
see the stir of the tall grasses in the yellow
mist of the noontide beata It was a very
simple picture, to be sure, but it is the simple
pictures that speak to people's hearts nowa-
days.

Docia stared intently.
"It looks like you, Roxy," she said, "and

that is the very chestnut tree with the hollow
heart that blew down in the equinoctial gale
last March. Have you found the number in
the catalogue? Whc painted it? Ah, I thought
so Mark Jefferys."

Roxy turned around with a curious thrill,
half of pride, half anger, in her heart, and
saw a tall figure coming toward tbeni from
the monster palms that guarded the stairway
beyond Mark Jefferys himself.

"You have seen the picture, Roxy?" he
said" 4 La Jolie Blanchisseusef Dearest"
drawing her away from the crowd into the
cool green shadow of the giant ferns and the
caoutchouc trees "my fortune is made, and
all through you, and I was coming
to lay it at your feet"

It was a strange place for a young man to
speak out his heart in; but Mark Jefferys was
like no other man, and Roxy had a certain
individuality of ber own. And x was then
the lover, and y the tender little fluttering
maiden heart, and what should it equal but
s the old, old story of human happiness,
that repeats itself anew for every generation?
Was it not as plain as any of the algebraic
equations in Roxy's books at school? Lucy
Randall Comfort in Harper's Bazar.

She Brought a Friend.
A story is told of a pretty little actPMi wfa.

figures in the bills as Mis though she has
been a wife and mother these half dozen
years. She was recently invited out to sup--
nrr hv n 1s era lvr m K r mnA mha o r. ortt4
with the condi ion that she be allowed to j

bring a friend with her. The supper giver
aid he would also bring a friend to make up '

two couples. On the evening appointed, the
host and another man were waiting, and the
table gave evidence of preparation for an
elaborate supper.

"Oh, you are here, are you P said she. "Yon
and your friend. Well, so am I and my
friend."

And with a quick movement she slipped fas,

threw the door open, and announced.- - "SI
husband, gentlemen." The supper was eater,
but it was a hurried and rather silent meal,
and raadame is hardly likely to be invited to
upper again by that man. Exchange.

WHOLLY WOMAN.

Betfeve me, dear, unyielding though I be.
Ambitions flourish only in the sun-- In

noisy daylight every race is run.
With lust ry pride for all the world to sea
When darkness sinks the earth in mystery.
When eye or ear or sight or sound is none.
But death, a tide that waits to bear us on.
And life, a loosening anchor in the sea.
When time and space are huge about the soul
And ties of custom lost beyond recall.
And courage as a garment in the flame.
Then all my spirit breaks without control.
Then the heart opens, then the hot tears fail
To prove me wholly woman that I am.

Dora Read Goodale.

THE HOTEL DETECTIVE.

Bow De Thrives on the Vices and Weak
nesaes of Country Visitors.

One of the nuisances about the hotels of
New York is the hotel detective. With one
or two exceptions he is considerably worse
than the average private detective. On ac-
count of be inr connected w ith the hotel ha
has great facilities for making money in a I

doubtful sort or way. 1 beard a story of one
of these fellows who had just been discharged,
and it convinced me that the hotel detective
can be a very dangerous person to deal with
if he is devoid of principle. Being connected
with the hotel he naturally learns all about
the business of the guests, and has little diffi-
culty in getting acquainted with them.

There is hardly an officer of the hotels who
makes so much money as these detectives.
Outside of their duties in looking out for the
affairs of the hotels, they are allowed to act
as guides in showing guests the dark ways of
city life. Nearly every night a party of gen-
tlemen get together who are desirous of see-
ing the city by gaslight and they engage the
detecfive to pilot them about For this he
is paid very liberally by the gentlemen, and
he is also paid something by the owners of
the places where he takes them This, of
course, is a part of his business, but it gives
him an opportunity to levy blackmail should
he see fit. I know one detective who escorted
a very nice old gentleman, who is one of the
largest drygoods merchants in a prosperous
southern city, to the Arion ball a few months
ago. The old gentleman went simply out of
curiosity. At home he is very pious, and
is the superintendent of a Sunday school. In
fact, he is considered a fanatic on religion.

After getting to the ball he was persuaded
by the detective to drink a little wine. Not
being used to it, it went to his bead, and the
old man possibly did one or two silly things,
particularly for a Sunday school superin-
tendent. On his way home he remarked to
the detective that he would not have any
one in his town know that be went to the ball
for f 1,000. Only a short time after his re-
turn home he got a nu viage from the detec-
tive asking for the loan of $500. It was also
intimated to him that should the request be
refused an account of his conduct at the ball
would be made public at his home The mer-
chant was weak enor.gh to send his check for
$500. This detective has been guilty of a
number of similar things which were nothing
short of blackmail. New York Cor. Rich-
mond Dispatch.

GUFFAWS, GRINS AND GIGGLES.

Different Kinds of Cachinnation S
taneous Sentimental, Hysterical.

There is a class of wisdom seeking Sol one
In this city who, strange as it may appear,
profess to be able to judge persons from their
laughter. Tbey claim that the voice in laugh-
ing indicates the individual character to
greater or less extent, as surely as does the
study of the three p's phrenology, physiog-om- y

and palmistry. They describe them-
selves as laughter readers, and believe that
their cachiunating diagnoses are just as cor-

rect as those of the mind reader, the chiro-mancL- st

and the phrenologist. They divide
the human laugh into four forma, namely,
the genuine or spontaneous, the sentimental,
the hysterical and the false or satirical laugh.
The inarticulate sound of the vocal organ in
cachinnating is as expressive to their ears as
are the chords of the piano to the musician.
They imagine, whether truly or not is a
matter of belief, that they can read a ner-
vous character as soon as they hear one laugh.

The genuine or spontaneous laugh is de-

scribed by them as of quick, ringing sound,
more or less magnetic and catching, accord-
ing to the physique of the laugher. It de-

notes a happy disposition, good health and
a sympathetic nature. Rich people, it is
claimed, are never possessed of this sort of
laugh. Neither are misanthropes. The
tavans say that it conveys more meaning
than any other sort of laugh. There is more
music in it, and it is difficult, if not impos-
sible, to imitate. It is essentially the vox
bumana, and there is more life in it than in
any other laugh.

The sentimental laugh is of a different kind.
Persons of weak natures who are easily influ-
enced by others are addicted to it. Women
Indulge in it to a great extent It Is devoid
of passion or power compared to the genuine,
whole sou led laugh; musically speaking, it is
as the clarion is to the flutina, the diagno-sist-s

say.
The laugh of scorn, which comes within

the category of mock laugh, is sometimes dif-

ficult to analyze. "Its dread laugh what
philosophers can scorn." Only spare, robust
persons, it is said, can laugh the true laugh of
scorn.

The guffaw is described as a loud, unsono-rou- s

sound, which is indicative of nothing in
particular.

The laugh hysterical belongs to nervously
inclined people. Another name for it is the
'"giggle." It Is more a movement of the
throat than of the lungs. People with heart
disease are given to giggling. "I can tell a
man by his laugh or a woman by her giggle,"
is a maxim. The giggle is a dangerous style
of laughter, and those who allow it to grow
upon them are liable to sudden death, the ex-

perts claim.
Last of all the ways of laughter is the

satirical laugh. It is hollow and insincere
and expresses a doubt or disbelief. It is a
polite way of saying in so many words, the
philosopher asserts, "You are a liar." Ag-

nostics and misanthropes are given to this
laugh. With the most rabid disbelievers, the
laugh is curtailed to what is termed a
"chuckle." There is yet another laugh which
is a sign of sudden joy over some unexpected
fortune. Shakespeare says, They laugh wbe
win. Hew York Journal.

Not sn Enthnslsst.
A newly marie Benedict, while lazily stroll-ffn- g

along one day last week, was met by a
friend who in bachelder day bad been a boon
companion. "Hello, old fellow, glad to see
you once more," was the salutation; then, in
the same breath, accompanying a hearty
handshake, came the natural query: "How
do you like married lifer "Well, you know,"
drawled the Benedict, with a smile, "I never
got very en:!iuinMi.-- about anything." j

W osLmigton Capital.

'JACOBS Ql
for Strains, Sprains and Bruises.

to

JOHN TEEMEK. Champion Oarsman
of America.

"I hare found St. Jaeubs Oil of inettim
able value.

fR. J. C. COPELAND, Editor Austra
ha yriiM, Sydney. ML S. W.

My trieyrle journey of 1200 miles w u!d
not have been Completed without St.
Jacobs Oil."

M

M

R. WM. BEACH, World's Champion
Oarsman. Royal Hotel. Rvde.

Ml Jacobs Oil cures stiffness, cranip
and muscular paiits in training."

CAFT. PAUL BOYTON, the world
renowned Swimmer.

I do not see how 1 could get alvng with
out St Jacobs OH."

R. JOHN ROLFE, Champion Bicy
clisl. SI Uwanaal sr.. Svduev. S. S. W.

"After ruling 1.m awm afntttffftJacobs Oil reniovt-- all fatigue and pain.'

A f"R. E. F. PAINTER, London Ath- -

letfc club.
"St. Jacob Oil cured me of a iprained

tendon."

EDWA RD HA N
man.
LA N, Champion Oara

"For muscular pains I hare found St
Jacobs Oil invaluable."

LL BASE BALL CLUBS, individ
ually aittl colleclivelv:

Use St. Jacobs oil for sprains, strains and
bruises.

LL ASSOCIATIONS of Field Sport,
i urt, Wfttrr a:il KHd, use &t. Jacobs Oil

for sprains, strains and bruises.

Every application jrives relief; very bottle
tMMfei a cure ; every lltly tested as to umI
ity ; every peamM bottle bears the firm's fac-
simile signature: every home in America
knows its value ; everyvprkeu language kuows
its name ; every journal praises it ; every dealer
kuows its merits : every chemist finds it p rfect.
.sold by Dr 1 legists and Dealers. Price fifty
cents per bottle. The Charles A. Vogeler Co..
Baltimore, Ud.

Safe

ILrT aMMaMissfl Ov J IJ I wkA

superiority of Coraline over horn
THE whalebone baa now been

by over six years
It is more durable, more

pliable, more comfortable, and NEVER
BREAKS.

The immense sale of these Corsets is
now over 70OO dally.

Beware of worthless imitations boned
with various kinds of cord.

None are genuine unless " Or. War-
ner's Coraline" la printed on Inside of
the steel cover.

FC Z BALE B7 ALL LEADING MES0HAST3.

ttlEKmfc 257 4 259 BuuStms,
CHICAGO, ILL- -

TRASK'S
SELECTED SHOREmm

m,Vf" ti I u" wm

llARTH!
ASK YOUR GROCER FOR THEMI

AjylPji P TAKE NO OTHER BRAJtO.

TBASy VISH CO.. 8T. LOUIS, K0.

W A HI sw

r - rs . l ."tin-

I

Fl RST NATIONAL BANK.

SSBALIA, MO.
Paid up Capitol,
Surpltu, 70,000.00

WaAMM G SOUSE
Corner Ohio and Second Street

Cyrss Nkwkirk, President.
P. E. Chappell, Vicfe -- president.

J. C. Tn )mo!i, Cash ie
DIRECTORS.

C, News: irk, F. H. Guenthir,
Wm. Gen-r- y, P. E. Chappell,
J. R. Barrett, J. C. Thompson,

E. A. Phillips.
Thi? bank is prepared to buy and tefe

Exchange ou the leading eomnieretAl
points, gold, silver, uncurrent bank
notes, government bonds and storks
make collections, receive deposits, and
discount acceptable papers.

We are also prepared to draw on siffat
drafts on the principal cities of EnglandL
Ireland, France. Austria, Prussia aaa
the other States of Germany, Russia ?iother countries in Europe. Also cities of
t.e YTcst Indies and South America.

J. C. THOMPSON,

DOCTOR
WHITTIE
617. ST. CHARLES STRE

R
St-- bOVI 5. MO
A Hegnlar Graduate of three medical col

leges, has been longer engaged in the treatment
of 4' broii Ir, Nervous, Skin and Blae4i
Diseases than any other physician in AnMT
lea. Consultation at office of by mail, free, an
Medicines sent by mail or express evervwhert,
seen re 1j parked free from ooservfttMav

Nervous Prostrjfion, Debility, MentaJ
and Physical Wakness, arising from
Indiscretion. Excess. Exposure or Is
diligence, producing some of the followin
effects: Nervousness, Debility, Dimness Of
Sight, Defective Memorv, Pimples on the Facs,
Aversion to Society of Females, Want of Pleas
ure in Life, Unfitness to Marry, Melancholy
Dyspepsia, Stunted Development, Loss of Power
Pains in the Back, etc., are treated with unpar-
alleled success. Safely, privatelv.
A Positive Guarantee
given tn every curable casi ; where doubt
ists it is frankly stated. Complete oil
enahhng you to properly state your case,
free. 36 page book ; either sex, one stamp.

nt

symptom

Blood Impurities and Blood Poisoning,
Mercurial and other Affections of Throat,
Skin and Bones, Blotches, Eruptions, On
Sores and Ulcers, Painful Swellings,
from whatever cause, positively and forers.
sViyen from the system, by means of SAFX tiMS
TESTED RBMIDIIS. STIKF and SWOLL5S JOINTS
and rheumatism, the result of blood pouoo
positively cure. No poisonous drugs use4

Catarrh- - .oat. Nose, Lung Disezte
Count It 1. .on a I nd Acquired Weak

esses of both sexes, treated successfully
Aae and experience) are Important ; th
proved good, remedies of all ages and countric
are used, and knowing what to give, no exper
tnents are made. On account of the great nuro
ber of cases applying, the charges are kept loat
often lower than is demanded by others.

MARRIAGE GUIDE
260 Pages, - Pine Flutes.

Elr gant cloth and gilt binding. Sealed forffO
in m ney or postage stamps. Over fifty wonder
ful pen pictures, showing who may marry,, wh
not, why. Proper age to marry. Who marrv first
Manhood. Womanhood. Physical decayl Wbi
should marrv. How life and happiness may Wa
increased. Those married or aoout tc marry
should read it : of interest and value to every
thinking man and woman Popular ecntioa,se- - ,r -- ' jrtrer:r uW Wsrrwrs

BBADFOBD ACADEMY.sJ2S
Toua nan. BaiMiat unnrpmil. Ttj I

to rrrn ; UUM for iwta tad --kUMf. CUmM
mbmb mt mmA - mlm u4 oMiMul. for
Mm, applr Id J. 6. EJ.IU&Bl'KY. Wm. Brktf- -.

BUYERS' OUIlil
issued Sept.

JW-- 3151

3.SOO illustrations
whole Picture

Wholesale
direct to consumer ou all

or family use. Tells
order, gives exact cost of
Using use cat, drink., wear, ssr
nave fun wit. Tuese IW .iLl ABLB
BOOKS contain Information gleaned
from Use of Use world. We
will mail a copy FaBE to asf
dress upon of 10 eta. to
exnense of moiling. lt us Uea
yon. Respectfully,
MONTGOMERY WARD A COL
227 Ac 9T9 VT

mI

Avenue Csiengo

WANTED

$100,000.00

Written

Corsets. Sample free to
uwnT.rrltnrv vpn. Uf art ion srnar.nti

DR.SCOTT.842 Broadway SU.N.Y.

LIFE ID CS1I OF BILL FOX i

The life an 1 murderous crime of BILL FOX,
one of tne most noted criminals ever id the
west, executed at N vada, Mo., December 28,
1888, lias been ; lihi. in pamphlet form, il-
lustrated ii8 bocfc gives the full details of
the trial of Fox for the murder of T. W. Howard!
May 20, 1883, and the confession of his mur-
der, implicatmg the woman, Mrs. Bose.

Price. lCc. Address,
J. WEST GOODWIN,

Sedalia, Ma

11111
SAMPLE TREATMENT

4lo complete lrrlie on thi
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